SONNETS
From Tottets Songs and Sonnets, 1557
The tover's life compared to the Alps
Like unto these immeasurable mountains
So is my painful life, the burden of ire;
For high be they, and high is my desire;
And I of tears, and they be full of fountains;
Under craggy rocks they have barren plains,   *
Hard thoughts in me my woftd mind doth tire:
Small fruit and many leaves their tops do attire,
With small effect great trust in me remains;    *
The boistous winds oft their high boughs do blast,
Hot sighs in me continually be shed;
Wild beasts in them, fierce love in me is fed;
Umnovable am I, and they steadfast.
Of singing birds they have the tune and note,
And I always plaints passing through my throa**
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The lover abased reiwanceth love
My love to scorn, my service to retain,
Therein, methought, you used cruelty;
Since with good will I lost my liberty
[To follow her which causeth all my pain.]
Might never woe yet cause me to refrain,
But only this, which is extremity;
To give me nought, alas, nor to agree
That, as J was, your man I might remain-;
But since that thus ye list to order me,
That would have been your servant true and fast,
Displease you not, my doting time is past;
And with my loss to leave I must agree:
For as there is a certain time to rage,
So is there time such madness to assuage,
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